own house in the Waller park in River Forest. Mr. Waller was the hand-
somest and most aristocratic individual I had ever seen. He had become
my friend. He much admired the Winslow house. The building of that
house should have a story, but it has none yet. Edward C. Waller and
Daniel H. Burnham, the partner jof John Root, were old friends. John
Root had just died.
Mr. Waller brought about a meeting with 'Uncle Dan', as they all
called Daniel H. Burnham—inviting Catherine and me to meet Mr. and
Mrs. Burnham at his home, 'Uncle Dan' had seen the Winslow house and
straightway pronounced it ca gentleman's house from grade to coping'.
After dinner Mr. Waller led the way to his cosy library. He wanted to
show his friend some work in it I had done for him. I saw him turn to lock
the door after we were in. I wondered why. Then and there began an
argument which I have never forgotten.
Sitting there, handsome, jovial, splendidly convincing, was 'Uncle
Dan\ To be brief, he would take care of my wife and children if I would
go to Paris—four years of the Beaux Arts. Then Rome—two years. Ex-
penses all paid. A job with him when I came back. It was more than
merely generous. It was splendid. But I was frightened. I sat embar-
rassed, not knowing what to say.
Mr. Waller got up, walked to and fro telling me what a great oppor-
tunity it all was for me. I sat there trying to find the right words to say.
4 Another year and it will be too late, Frank,' said Uncle Dan.
That was my cue. 'Yes, too late, Uncle Dan—It's too late now I'm
afraid, I am spoiled already. I've been too close to Mr. Sullivan. He has
helped spoil the Beaux Arts for me, or spoiled me for the Beaux Arts, I
guess I mean. He told me things too, and I think he regrets the time he
spent there himself.'
Uncle Dan: 'You are loyal to Sullivan I see, Frank, and that is right. I
admire Sullivan when it comes to decoration. Essentially he is a great
decorator. His ornament charms me. But his architecture? I can't see that.
The Fair, Frank, is going to have a great influence in our country. The
American people have seen the Classics on a grand scale for the first time.
You've seen the success of the Fair and it should mean something to you
too. We should take advantage of the Fair.'
He went on: cAtwood's Fine Arts Building, Beman's Merchant Tailor's
Building, McKim's Building—all beautiful! Beautiful! I can see all
America constructed along the lines of the Fair, in noble dignified classic
style. The great men of the day all feel that way about it—all of them.'
'No,' I said, 'there is Louis Sullivan. He doesn't. And if John Root were
alive I don't believe he would feel that way about it. Richardson I am sure
never would.'
'Frank,' he said, 'the Fair should have shown you that Sullivan and
Richardson are well enough in their way, but their way won't prevail—
architecture is going the other way.'
'But, it is essentially the uncreative way ... isn't it?'
*Uncreative?—What do you mean uncreative? What can be more beau-
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